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	1. Prologue

**The Legend of the Children**

There are many legends about the dawn of time. Some are made up. Others are twisted so that only a tiny grain of truth remains. And others are true.

The legend of the Children is one of them.

It speaks of Tyr, and the gifts he gives to the mortals.

Tyr, or Moonstar as some call him, was a powerful tom, a warrior and a sage, a hero of countless adventures. He learned much during his travels, secrets that only StarClan knew, places that even the gods shunned. And the more he learned about the world, the more he began to doubt the gods, question there almighty power.

If there were things that were outside their control, if lower creatures could rise against them… why should _he_ fear the StarClan?

And Tyr delved deeper into his research, lost himself further and further in the deepest secrets of the earth. Back then it was filled with magic, and strange powers lied within. Tyr found them all, and took them for himself.

Soon he was the most powerful cat that had ever walked the earth. Giant wolves, fearsome lions and even great bears fled his might, and Tyr granted the cats of his homeland more protection than StarClan had ever managed.

Before long his clan mates turned away from their ancestors, who had left them alone in all those cold leaf-bares, when the wolves invaded their land and the owls stole their kits. Tyr became their new leader, god-like amongst his followers. They worshipped him as their savior, the messiah that would grant them everlasting peace.

But Tyr was a warrior; the fire of his powers burnt within him. He had travelled the world in search of fights, and fighting had made him what he was.

In the new peace, there was no place for Tyr. He became restless, and it wasn't long before the first argument broke out. It was a benign matter…a piece of freshkill, nothing more. But Tyr shattered the body of the other warrior in blazing rage.

Only then the other cats realized what his power had done to Tyr. He was no wise leader, he was neither just nor compassionate. He only knew battle.

When Tyr saw what had become of him, he was abhorred. He fled in panic and tried to fling himself off a cliff. But he had gained the power of immortality, and however hard he searched, he could not find death.

So Tyr vowed to leave this earth for good. He climbed the highest mountain of the earth and jumped up with all his strength, so high that he landed in front of the gates of StarClan. But the ancestors were angry that he had doubted their power, and they would not let him pass.

So Tyr had to turn around, trapped between the lands of the living and the gods. And this is where he still wanders, a dark star without a home. Only when one of his tears falls to the ground, one can see a fiery streak for just a heartbeat.

And to those born on such a night, Tyr gifts one of his powers, and a small piece of his soul returns to this earth – the good part as well as the bad. And these cats are the Children of the Moon.


	2. Introduction

**Introduction**

Hello and welcome to my story!

I originally uploaded this on a German site, fanfiction(.de). In case you know the language and want to read ahead, here's the link: .de/s/50cdc4500000a68306710d88/1/Die-Kinder-des-Mondes-MMFF

I originally wrote it between 2012 and 2015, and since I am currently writing a story in English, I thought translating this would be good practice. Plus, it seemed to be popular and I wanted to share it with more people ;)

This chapter is just a small introduction to the story, to clear up some confusion that might arise. If you want to just go ahead with reading, you can skip this one (or come back later when you actually _have_ questions)

.

For starters, here's a more complete summary:

It focuses on two Clans and a group of strays in which some cats are suddenly gifted strange powers, _gifts_ that have been told about in stories. Those powers don't just do good, but are also used by evil beings that want to tear down StarClan.

The cats send off a group of Children of the Moon, as those gifted are called, to stop the evil lurking in an ancient mountain and save StarClan. Meanwhile the evil hand is already stretching out to the Clans, and soon even those left behind will have no choice but fight – and accept unwanted allies.

Despite the strong fantasy element the focus will stay on the Clan politics and society, not the powers. It is a 'real' Warriors story, just with some added stuff.

.

About the geography:

The Clans' territory is at the foot of the mountains, to the south of them. Directly south of them is EarthClan's dense forest. Their camp is in a cave. South of them lives ReedClan, whose territory consists of meadows full of streams and pools. Their camp is inside a hollow surrounded by reeds.

To the east of the Clan's territory is a steep ravine, with a river flowing through the valley from north to south. The stray cats live here. They have no real order, but still have three leaders, so called 'Thanes'. The first Thane is elected once every year, the second Thane is decided through battle, and the third Thane is the oldest cat in the group.

At the north end of the valley a waterfall comes down, the holy site of StarClan, and at the south end there is a high rock that the Clans use for their gatherings.

.

About the mythology:

Most of it will be explored through the story, and I don't really want to spoil it here. The short form is: There was a cat once called Tyr (Or Moonstar) who was very powerful. He turned away from StarClan but later regretted it. Some of his followers (the cats) returned to StarClan, others (the wights) did not. There was a war between them, StarClan won, and the wights were banished. Tyr's powers vanished.

.

One other thing:

This story was originally done with characters the readers sent me (most of them, anyway). As it is already written and I have no desire to force new characters into the old roles, I will stick with those characters (although I did change a few names where the literal translation wouldn't work – Ravenclaw, for example, just didn't seem right, seeing as the cat in question wasn't even especially bright)

I will credit the original inventors at the end of the Allegiance, just in case you're wondering what those names mean.

.

If there's any other questions just ask and I'll answer them directly or update this chapter.

As usual, reviews are welcome but not mandatory, and I'm very happy about (constructive) criticism, both in terms of story and language.

And, of course, the Warriors world isn't mine but Erin Hunter's.

Now, enough talking, and time to get back to the story!


	3. Allegiances

**Allegiances**

.

**EarthClan**

**Leader**

Ashstar – dark grey, almost black tom with green eyes

**Deputy**

Flintstrike – black tom with white paws and chest, dark blue eyes

**Healer**

Honeypool – small, yellow-golden she-cat with dark brown stripes and dark blue eyes

**Warriors**

Desertstorm – muscular light brown and sand tabby tom with longish fur and amber eyes

Boldheart – big orange tom with white paws and green eyes, mentor of Dapplepaw

Echoflight – slender black she-cat with pretty, dark blue eyes

Lightfur – white she-cat with light blue eyes

Shadowfang – muscular dark red tom with black paws and eyes, mentor of Barkpaw

Timberpelt – slender black tom with blue eyes, mentor of Schadepaw

Spiderfur – slender black she-cat with yellow eyes, mentor of Mistpaw

Dewfeather – white she-cat with a golden tail tip and blue eyes, mentor of Hollypaw

Frostspark – small silver she-cat with icy blue eyes

**Apprentices**

Emberpaw– pretty orange tabby she-cat with green eyes

Barkpaw – strong dark brown tabby tom with amber eyes, has a scar across his nose

Shadepaw – small black she-cat with one white front paw and amber eyes

Hollypaw – small black she-cat with one white front paw and green eyes

Mistpaw – lean light grey tom with a torn ear and blue-grey eyes

Dapplepaw – slender golden she-cat with white spotted legs and tail tip, dark blue eyes

**Queens**

Nightfrost – slender black she-cat with white chest and light blue eyes, mother of

Rosekit – light red tabby she-cat with white paws and amber eyes

Cloudkit – fluffy greyish white she-cat with light green eyes

Dark-kit – dark grey, almost black tom with light blue eyes

Sparrowkit – orange-golden tom with amber eyes, blind

**Elders**

Pineheart – tall, golden brown tabby with dark paws, a torn ear and green eyes

Foxpelt – light red tom with a white chest and blue eyes

Raincloud – formerly pretty black-grey she-cat with smokey blue eyes

.

.

**ReedClan**

**Leader**

Icestar – muscular white tom with light grey paws and ears and dark blue eyes

**Deputy**

Lionblaze – sturdy golden tom with thick neck fur and pale red markings, amber eyes

**Healer**

Shimmerfur – silver white she-cat with white nose and light green eyes

**Warriors**

Sandwhisker – sand-coloured tabby tom with yellow eyes, mentor of Darkpaw

Bearfang – massive dark brown tabby tom with yellow eyes

Windflight – brown tabby tom with white chest, muzze, paws and tail tip, amber eyes, mentor of Whisperpaw

Redstripe – red tabby tom with light brown belly and amber eyes, mentor of Oakpaw

Nightcatcher – quick black she-cast with a bushy tail and dark green eyes

Smokeheart – small black she-cast with a white patch on her chest and white tail tip, Blackear – dark grey she-cat with black ears and paws, green eyes

Willowflower – pale grey tabby she-cat with blue eyes

green eyes, mentor of Larchpaw

Duskstrike – tall russet she-cast with one icy blue and one dark blue eye

Owlfeather – silver tom with dark stripes and yellow eyes

**Apprentices**

Sorrelpaw – long-legged white she-cat with silver striped legs and ears, light green eyes

Whisperpaw – golden and brown dappled she-cast with pale amber eyes

Darkpaw – ash grey tom with dark chest and belly and green eyes, has a long scar on his face

Oakpaw – slender dark brown tabby she-cast with a white chest and green eyes

Larchpaw – dark brown she-cat with a white belly and green eyes

**Queens**

Goldberry – fluffy white she-cat with light and dark brown spots and yellow yes, mother of

Falconkit – tall dark brown tom with lighter stripes and icy blue eyes

Heatherkit – sandy-brown-golden tabby she-cast with icey blue eyes, blind on one eye

Dawnstreak – brown she-cat with red paws and tail and green eyes, mother of Bearfang's kits

Firekit – red tom with yellow eyes

Badgerkit – small black tom with green eyes

Fernkit – brown tabby she-cat with lighter belly and green eyes

**Elders**

Ravenwing – thickset black tom with lame hind leg and green eyes

Frostpelt – white she-cat with green eyes and a torn ear

.

.

**Strays**

**First Thane**

Destiny – small, gaunt she-cat with a thick black pelt, one white ear and red eyes

**Second Thane**

Splinter – slender, light brown tabby cat with a few white stripes and dark green eyes

**Third Thane**

Drivel – ancient tom with shabby grey and white dappled fur, runny nose and watery green eyes (one of them blind), hears very badly

**Cats**

Dark – tall brown tom with black paws and blue eyes, doesn't speak

Linus – slender golden tabby tom with a white chest and yellow eyes, has a scar on his chest

Reed – tall tortoiseshell she-cat with a white belly and green eyes, mother of Linus' kits Hagen, Gaia, Pixie and Wolf

Smiler – small sandy tom with scarred fur and light green eyes

Chase – tall grey-brown tom with amber eyes and a black collar

Dimitri – white tom with light brown patches and blue eyes

Cassandra "Foxface" – long-legged she-cat with short, dark red fur and a narrow face, green eyes

Elektra – lean dark red she-cat with a white tail and dark green eyes

Hagen – tall white tom with a golden back and green eyes

Laila – sandy she-cat with a white belly and green eyes

Dizzy (apprentice age) – small white she-cat with thick fur and small paws, yellow eyes

Faye (apprentice age) – black she-cat with a white muzzle, chest and front paws and a rear in her left ear, yellow eyes

Gaia (kit) – tortoiseshell she-cat with yellow eyes

Pixie (kit) – golden she-cat with green eyes

Wolf (kit) – white tom with brown paws and tail, yellow eyes

.

.

**Others**

Hel – snow leopard with ice crystals in her fur, descendant of Tyr

Sakhaf – sphinx (winged lion with a human head), guardian of the Black Mountain

Skinfur – half-wight, whose mother was a wight, his father a stray cat

Wights – cat-sized creatures with smooth, black skin, large leathery ears and small eyes, they have a blade at the end of their tails and hard paws to protect against stone. They are immune against cold and see very well in the dark. They are descendants of Tyr and were banned into the mountains when they and Hel lost the war against StarClan

() means that a character has died

Inside the separate categories, the cats are sorted by age (oldest first)

.

I won't update this Allegiance as I go along, but I will post an updated version in a few chapters, once most powers have been revealed, and add them there. That way I hope to avoid spoilers while still giving you some oversight on what the hell's happening.

.

.

Finally, as this was originally a reader-supported story, here's the credits (Usernames from fanfiction(.de) , original names in brackets) on the characters that were sent to me back then:

Echoflight (Geisterfluch), Boldheart (Kriegerherz), Dewfeather (Jägermond), Frostspark (Eisfunken), Lightfur (Lichtschein), Schadowfang (Schattenherz), Timberpelt (Pantherpelz), Spiderfur (Pumafell), Barkpaw (Rindenpfote), Emberpaw (Glutpfote), Hollypaw (Stechpalmenpfote) and Shadepaw (Schattenpfote) belong to **Sichelpfote.**

Nightfrost (Nachtfrost), Mistpaw (Nebelpfote), Sparrowkit (Herbstjunges), Dark-kit (Finsterjunges), Rosekit (Rosenjunges), Cloudkit (Wolkenjunges), Foxpelt (Fuchspelz), Raincloud (Regenwolke), Pineheart (Kiefernzerz), Honeypool (Honigsee), Ashstar (Aschenstern), Flintstrike (Kohlenschweif), Windflight (Windflug) and Splinter (Splitter) belong to **Nachtleopard.**

Dapplepaw (Vanillepfote), Sorrelpaw (Nelkenpfote), Shimmerfur (Diamantfell), Goldberry (Goldbeere), Falconkit (Falkenjunges), Heatherkit (Heidejunges), Duskstrike (Seelenglanz), Whisperpaw (Tränenpfote) and Elektra belong to **Pfefferminz**.

Nightcatcher (Nachtjägerin) and Lionblaze (Löwenflamme) belong to **Schmetterlingsnacht.**

Cassandra, Dimitri, Dizzy, Faye and Chase belong to **Eiswind.**

Darkpaw (Dunkelpfote) belongs to **Bunnypaw.**

Destiny belongs to **Ciar.**

Smokehart (Rauchherz) and Icestar (Eisstern) belong to **Tiffany.**

Desertstorm belongs to **Kirschzweig.**

The rest are mine.

And no, I did not translate all of those names word for word, in case any German speakers are thinking about complaining. In some instances the literal translations sounded stupid, and in others I simply wasn't happy with the original ones.

(Also, sorry about the stupid dots. If anybody knows how to make blank lines survive formatting, please do tell)


	4. The Half-Wight

**The Half-Wight**

The half-wight was shivering all over while he was arduously climbing the steep mountain path. Again and again his paws slipped on the smooth ice, and more than once he almost plunged to his death into the abyss to his left.

Like a hungry jaw the Black Mountain rose up beneath him, a greedy mouth ready to engulf him. Icy wind blew around his ears and snowflakes danced around his head, settling into his pelt like frosty ticks.

The half-wight hated the Black Mountain. It was always cold up here, even in summer, and the howling of the wind hurt his ears. Even more so he hated what was waiting for him at the top.

_Hel._

Every time he looked into her eyes, the half-wight felt as if his soul froze, devoured by her bottomless chill. Sometimes he thought she made it cold on purpose, just to torture him.

But in all likelihood he wouldn't even get that far this time.

_Failures and bastards only get to talk to the guard dog._

And in this case, the half-wight was both.

Damned Clans. Damned stone.

How was he supposed to have known that it was the _wrong_ one? Magic stones weren't just lying around, after all. Not that Hel or Sakhaf would care much for that – after all, who cared about the opinion of a half-wight whose father hadn't been more than a mangy stray cat? Even less so when said half-wight had inherited the tom's shabby grey fur, and his ridiculous hairy tail. And those bloody paws… he slipped constantly on the smooth surface, and they didn't protect him from the cold one bit. The only part his mother had passed on to him was her face, the ugly black, shiny muzzle of the wights, with the far too big bat ears and the too small eyes.

No. The life of the half-wight was by far not an easy one. And even the fact that he had killed both his parents was only a weak comfort. Revenge was sweet, but it didn't heal the cold looks, the taunting and the disdain that accompanied him his whole life.

He was panting heavily when he finally scaled the last ledge, reaching the entrance of the cave. As expected, Hel's guard dog was sitting in front of it, snarling a warning when the half-wight climbed the plateau.

Even though the half-wight called him guard dog, he looked far more like a cat – at least until you reached his shoulders. He had the body of a mountain lion, but from his shoulders sprouted long, feathered wings. And his head was human, a face of smooth, dark skin and long black hair.

Sakhaf.

Nobody really knew where he came from, or why he had chosen to serve Hel. But they all feared him, even Balder, although he hid it well. The sphinx was not someone anybody would want to enrage.

Judging by the icy look that was thrown his way, the half-wight had done just that.

"I didn't think you'd to show up," he said in his guttural voice. "Hel's waiting for you." Almost bored he slid off the ledge on which he was perched, and vanished inside the cave, swallowed by the darkness. Hesitantly, the half-wight followed him, unsure whether this unexpected audience was a good or a bad thing.

Hel was less easily enraged than Sakhaf, but her icy cold was far worse than a hundred furious sphinxes. The half-wight knew countless stories of others that had stepped into the cave and never come back.

He left the slicing wind behind him when he stepped into the dark tunnel, but the cold stayed, even seemed to increase which each step. The half-wight shivered, and bristled his fur further. A pathetic shield against the frost.

Apparently the natural immunity against Hel's cold that mystic creatures like night wights and sphinxes possessed had been lost along with the useful blade tail when his mother had chosen a cat for her mate.

_Stupid cats. Stupid cold._ He cursed his fate and the world in general as the weak daylight slowly faded behind him. Only black remained, bottomless black. The wings of the sphinx gave off a weak light, just enough so the half-wight could at least see what it was he was hitting his head against. A meek comfort.

Deeper and deeper they ventured into the sheer endless labyrinth that perforated the mountain like a gigantic Swiss cheese. Sometimes the tunnel was barely wide enough for Sakhaf to wedge his massive body through; at other times it broadened into caves of enormous size, magnificent halls whose walls glowed green, yellow or blue.

Occasionally the rushing of an underground river could be heard, and once the half-wight even saw a silvery gleam where a roaring water fall was tumbling into a dark abyss. At some places the rocks shone bright as daylight, at others even his wight eyes weren't enough to find the path. Without Sakhaf, he'd have been hopelessly lost. Lucky, then, that sphinxes had once served as guards for burial sites, and were made for a life in darkness.

It felt like they were wandering the dark tunnels for hours, and the half-wight's paws, already sore from the exhausting climb up the mountain, felt like they would fall off at any moment when the tunnel finally opened one last time, and they stepped into a silver shimmering cave.

The sphinx stepped in front of a broad ledge, and dipped his head slightly. "The bastard's here," he proclaimed scathingly, and went to lie down beneath it on the ground, his head held high, dark eyes fixed on the half-wight. _Guard dog still fits, even though he has a cat's arse._

Not that the figure that now emerged from the shadow onto the ledge had need of one.

Icy cold flew over the half-wight, who was cowering in the middle of the cave, as even the air around him seemed to freeze. He let out a low whimper when the blue eyes found him, two crystal clear pools of ice. They belonged to a snow leopard, her white and grey fur dappled with ice crystals that gave off a weak, bluish light and gave der an almost unearthly glow, as if she really was made of ice.

It didn't take a genius to figure out that this was not a normal cat.

Hel.

Ice Baroness, Ruler of Black, Lady of the Mountain, the Cold Queen. She had many names, but none fit quite as well as those three letters. Hel, the ancient human god of the underworld. And exactly that was what she was. Hell come alive, risen up to bring down the gods, like her ancestor had once tried.

"You failed, Furskin," Hel now said, her voice high and cold. The half-wight trembled harder, pressing himself to the ground as hard as he could. "I-I am sorry, Hel...I didn't know it was the wrong one...I-" his voice broke, and only a whimper passed his muzzle.

Hel's eyes were unmoved, darker than the night. "Do you know what you have done, half-wight?" she cut through his stammered excuses with a voice made of frost. The half-wight raised his head. "D-Done?" he stammered, confused. "I –I destroyed the wrong stone. It wasn't Tyr's eye, and the connection between StarClan and mortals isn't broken."

Sakhaf moved for the first time, sneering at him with a hard laugh. "You think that's all? Did you inherit nothing _but_ stupidity from your mud father?"

Hel ignored the guard dog. "It wasn't just some stone," she meowed coldly, her tail lashing from side to side, betraying her smouldering fury. "Tyr had two eyes. One to look into the world of gods, the other for the mortals. The one you destroyed."

The half-wight's ears twitched nervously, still not understanding. "The mortals?" he repeated slowly. "Then why was it there? Shouldn't it be in StarClan?" A mocking smile appeared on her face. "Look at that, the furbrain isn't quite as thick as I thought." She nodded. "You are not wrong. If the stones really had worked the way I expected, it should not have been there. But it turns out that Tyr was more far-sighted than I thought. The second stone was a trap. For me."

She snarled angrily, drawing her claws across the stone ground. The half-wight winced at the sound, and tried to cover his ears.

"It was a mistake to destroy that stone," Hel continued, her short burst of fury replaced once more by chilly composure. "It's not the stone that makes the connection possible. The stone is merely a container, a way to focus his powers. By destroying it, the powers are set free."

The half-wight felt a disquieting suspicion rise in him. "P-Powers?" he repeated disheartened. Sakhaf hissed, lashing his tail impatiently. "_Tyr's_ powers, furbrain," he interrupted angrily. "Do you have any idea what you have done?"

The half-wight swallowed. "Tyr's powers? But isn't that a good thing?" he said meekly. "We are Tyr's heirs, aren't we? Shouldn't his powers help us?" The sphinx gave a derisive snort, but Hel silenced him with a flicker of her whisker. "We are his heirs, yes," she said, almost softly. "But we aren't the only ones. There are others – the descendants of the traitors that chose to side with StarClan when Tyr's true heirs fought to retain their freedom. Who helped the angry gods banish us into the depths of the Black Mountain. StarClan took their powers away as soon as the battle was won, for fear that they might once again turn their back on them. But Tyr prevented them from destroying the powers, and preserved them into stone. He sensed the time would come when they would be needed once more. When I would return. The time when the Children of the Moon would once again betray their inheritance and fight for the gods."

The half-wigh swallowed once more. Hel's voice was now cool and full of hate and disdain, but for a change it wasn't directed at him. "And...And those powers were passed over to the Clans when I destroyed the stone?" he asked, deadly afraid of what the answer might be. "To the Children of the Moon?"

Hel shook her head. "Not passed over. Freed. The cats of the Clans – some of them, at least – have always carried them. But StarClan's curse supressed them, and barely any of it ever showed. Now, however, that curse is broken. And one after the other the Children will learn their true heritage."

An icy fist closed around his heart when the half-wight realized what he had done. He had turned the Clan cats from a bunch of fur-skinned weaklings into immensely powerful foes, foes that could even endanger Hel. The same foes that had brought about her downfall the last time.

Fleetingly, he wondered why he was even still alive.

Hel appeared to have read his thoughts, for she purred almost soothingly, her voice soft and velvety once more: "I don't blame you, Furskin. The fault is mine alone. I should have known that Tyr would not give up on his beloved Children that easily. Death has made him weak, a traitor of his own blood. But he won't stop me. No matter the powers he gives them, the Clans are still nothing more than hapless fools. They'll probably start killing each other as soon as they learn of the gifts. Fear has always been a useful ally. And as soon as we have silenced the StarClan, there won't be anybody to warn them either."

She grinned, and an excited sparkle lit up her pale blue eyes. "We need the second stone. And this time we have to steal it, not destroy." The half-wight didn't like he look she threw him at those words, not at all. He felt no desire to venture into the lowlands again, even less so after his experience with the last time. The air stank of human, and his wight ears itched horribly in the tainted surroundings.

Granted, killing the cat that had crossed his path down at the moon fall had been enjoyable. A small revenge for the wretched life his father's cat blood had given him. But in the mountains he'd been surprised by two more, and those had been a great deal tougher than the Clan cat. The half-wight had barely managed to escape with his life.

Yet he was the only one who could enter the territory of the StarClan unhindered. For as powerless as they had been against Tyr, his descendants were no match for the gods. It was only the damned cat blood in his veins that allowed the half-wight to enter their most holy site.

But Hel merely laughed when she saw the horror on his face. "Do not worry, my dear Furskin," she purred, her friendly tone undermined by the icy chill in her voice. "I won't have need of your services again." She flicked her tail, and a loud squawking rang though the cave, followed the rustling of wings. Two ravens appeared from the darkness above them, landing on her shoulder. The hungry look with which they fixed their blood red eyes on him made the half-wight twitch uncomfortably. Hel grinned at him broadly, showing her sharp fangs. "Hugin and Munin are perfectly capable of this task, I should think," she continued, voice still a soft purr. "They may not be capable of destroying it, but bringing it here should not be a problem. And the StarClan will be just as powerless against two simple ravens as they are against a half-wight."

She whispered a few words to the giant birds on her back, and the ravens rose into the air once more, flying around the half-wights head a few times before vanishing into the tunnel behind him, melting into the blackness. The half-wight stared after them for a moment, barely believing that he was getting off this lightly. "T-thank you," he stuttered, quickly rising to his paws. "I'll-" But the look in Hel's eyes froze the words in his throat.

Every friendliness had disappeared from them, leaving only a chilled hardness. The snow leopard smiled, but there was no warmth in it, and it did not reach her eyes. "I am afraid you misunderstood," she purred velvety, "I _won't have need_ of your services again," She turned around. "Sakhaf?" The sphinx got to his paws, licking his lips. An ugly smile had appeared on his ugly human face. "It'll be my pleasure."

The eyes of the half-wight widened in shock. "But-" he stuttered, panicked, just before Sakhaf unsheathed his claws, lunging at him with spread wings. "I am sorry, Furskin. But failures and bastards are not welcome here," he heard the velvety voice say.

And then he learned why there were so few grave robbers down in the South.


	5. Dark Wings

**Dark Wings**

Honeypool felt the cool night air running through her fur. Up here atop the canyon it was always windy, a welcome change from the heat of summer. Timberpelt, too, seemed relieved to have escaped the choking sultriness of the forest as he was standing at the ledge peering down into the ravine where one could see the strays during the day.

Now nothing stirred, although Honeypool thought she recognized Destiny, the small leader that had met with Ashstar when he had come to confront the strays over Emberpaw's death. Of course they had denied any involvement in her death, and of course no one really believed them.

Despite that, Honeypool was almost certain they were innocent. Lightfur would have recognized their scent, and according to her the scent on the apprentice's body had been like nothing she had ever smelled.

A shiver ran down the golden she-cat's spine when she thought back to that horrible day almost a moon ago. Emberpaw had been barely eight months, curious as a kit and swift as a rabbit. No wonder she had not waited for Lightfur when she had come across the strange scent at the moon falls. When she closed her eyes, Honeypool could still see the bloodied body in front of her. She swallowed.

A coarse voice tore her from her thoughts. "You're still running around with a wet-nurse? Don't you feel a bit silly by now?" Shimmerfur, the healer of ReedClan emerged from the darkness, joining them. Timberpelt threw her an annoyed look, but stayed silent. Honeypool shook her head. "It's barely been a moon! And we still have no idea who did it. Of course Ashstar is worried."

The silver-white she-cat shrugged. "If it makes him feel better…Come on, we're wasting moonlight." With that she stepped past them, down the narrow path that led towards then end of the ravine, where the enormous waterfall tumbled down the cliff and into the river that was winding its way through the ravine. The moon fall.

It had taken almost a year and countless battles for the Clans to come to an agreement with the strays when the ragged band had first come into the ravine, many years ago. But by now the strays tolerated the Clan cats crossing their territory to get their holy site once a moon, and allowed the Clans to gather at the high rock at the other end of their land at full moon. In return the Clans tolerated them living on their holy land.

Despite the peace, Timberpelt looked unusually nervous as he was climbing down the cliff side behind the two healers, and kept shooting looks towards the rocks at the riverbank on which the strays slept during summer. As long as there was no rain, most of them seemed to prefer the fresh air.

No, the atmosphere between the Clans was not relaxed. And Emberpaw's death had only been the beginning. Only a short while ago someone had stolen prey from ReedClan – freshkill that one of their warriors had buried to pick up later. It had happened closed to the border, at the Greenpool, which had been cause of disagreement for generations, and so of course Icestar had been quick to suspect EarthClan. But the apprentice that had discovered the theft had reported the scent of _strays_ – rather unlikely, as they would have had to cross the whole ReedClan territory to get there.

Yet the uncertainty remained, and with it the simmering enmity between EartClan, ReedClan and the strays.

Shimmerfur was feeling those tensions as well, but she showed them far less than Timberpelt did and didn't even move a whisker when Destiny demonstratively sat up as they reached the bottom of the ravine, her red eyes following them through the darkness.

Honeypool for once let out a breath of relief when they finally rounded the last turn of the ravine and the moon fall rose in front of them. The moon light falling into the valley was reflected on the tumbling water masses, making them shine silver so that they almost looked like a giant curtain of pure moon light. Behind her, she heard Timberpelt draw an awestruck breath, making her smile.

Most warriors only saw the moon fall once in their lives, and not many were lucky enough to do so in a clear night as this. Honeypool could still remember the first time the black tom had come here, preparing to receive his warrior name. She herself had accompanied him, her first time to do so alone, the first time after her mentor had died. It had been hard to tell who of them had been more excited, healer or apprentice. Back then thick clouds had covered the moon, and the view had been nothing compared the one they had now.

Shimmerfur noticed the warrior's awe as well, and snorted. "Couldn't you have brought someone even more useless?" she asked dryly. "What about that blind kit you told me about? At least that one wouldn't have half fainted." Timberpelt clenched his jaw and flattened his ears angrily, but Honeypool quickly raised her tail. "Don't listen to her," she meowed quietly, "She doesn't mean it." The silver she-cat raised an eyebrow. "You sure?" But she turned away, her eyes flickering instead to a sudden movement atop the waterfall.

Honeypool her fur bristle when the ferns at the edge of the fall rustled again. Emberpaw came back into her mind, all that blood. Was the killer still around? Timberpelt had his ears pricked as well, unsheathing his claws. "Get behind me," he ordered quietly, alert eyes flickering across their surroundings. Shimmerfur ignored him, completely unfazed. "Who's there?" she asked loudly.

An odd hissing sounded, more reminiscent of squawking, and two huge birds flew up from the ferns above them. Honeypool leapt back in shock when the black beasts shot past them with a loud screech, vanishing in the darkness.

Timberpelt's eyes followed them wearily, but Shimmerfur turned away, shrugging. "Ravens," she said, sounding almost bored. "Good thing you brought that warrior. They'd have torn us apart." Honeypool didn't react to her scathing remarks, still feeling uneasy. "Did you see their eyes?" she whispered quietly. "They were red. Ravens don't have red eyes." Shimmerfur didn't even turn around. "Neither do cats. That Detsiny one still has them. Is she a ghost, too?"

Honeypool hesitated. The other healer was right. The stray's eyes were unusual, but not _impossible_. Cats were often born with strange changes. From something as simple as Sparrowkit's blindness to her mentor Shortstep, who had been born with only three legs. _StarClan's little jokes_, he had called them. _They get bored up there just as we do._

Honeypool nodded. Yes. Just a joke by some raven ancestors.

But Timberpelt was still watching the night sky in which the birds had vanished. "One of them was carrying something," he said darkly. "A stone or something. It was shiny." Shimmerfur sighed impatiently. "Then by all means, go after them. But magpies collect shiny things, why not ravens? They're not much dumber. And whatever it was, it's not like we can change it. So can we _please_ get a move on now? Falconkit's got a bellyache, and I'd rather not tell his mother he died because some idiotic EarthClan warrior was scared of bloody _ravens_."

Timberpelt snarled angrily, but Honeypool quickly nodded. "Yes, sure." If they stood around here any longer she might just have to report to Ashstar that Timberpelt had killed ReedClan's healer, with whom they were already on the brink of war. Although, knowing Shimmerfur, she wasn't even sure who'd kill who.

She motioned for him to wait, and quickly followed the other healer the last few meters to the waterfall. When they arrived at the edge of the foaming pool they leapt onto one of the boulders that rose up from the swirling water, until they stood directly in front of the masses of water, tumbling down from above. Here Shimmerfur hesitated, her fur bristling. Even after all those moons as a healer she still hadn't overcome her dislike of water.

Honeypool's whiskers twitched in amusement. "I thought you were in a hurry?" The other she-cat growled quietly, but didn't respond. Instead her muscles tensed, and she catapulted herself through the water without further hesitation. Honeypool waited a few heartbeats and then followed.

Shimmerfur was already busy shaking the cold water out of her pelt when the other healer emerged into the grotto behind the moon fall, hissing in displeasure. "StarClan really could've come up with something better," she complained. "Why not some nice, dry boulder? There's hundreds of them out there."

Honeypool smiled to herself, looking around. The beauty of her surroundings still charmed her as much as it had all those moons ago, when she had first stepped inside. The moon light filtering in through the water shone silver on the wet walls, and the moss drew swirling pictures of light and shadow onto the rocks. No one but healers and leaders had ever laid eyes on it, and to Honeypool that made it even more impressive. She counted herself lucky to be in that elect circle.

"Have you thought about finding an apprentice?" she asked on an impulse, turning around. Shimmerfur looked up. "An apprentice?" she repeated, surprised. "What for? I'm not _that_ old!" Honeypool looked down. "Yeah. But...Shortstep died young; he wasn't even four years old. And after what happened to Emberpaw..." Shimmerfur snorted. "Shortstep was a cripple," she said harshly, "They don't live long; I'm surprised he even made it that far." She shrugged. "Of course you can die young. You don't even need a mystery killer, falling off the cliff is enough. And didn't one of your leaders once die after a tree fell on him? How was he supposed to expect that? Apart from the fact that one has to be a right moron to get killed by a sodding _tree_."

Honeypool squirmed uncomfortably. "I know. I just thought...I was thinking about asking Sparrowpaw. Nightfrost's blind kit, the one I told you about. But I'm not sure...he's strange. When I'm near him, I feel...I don't know. I don't feel good about it." Shimmerfur raised her eyebrows. "You can't just automatically make every kit a healer just because he won't have a chance as a warrior. Take Heatherkit. Blind on one eye, and hyperactive like a rabid squirrel. She's not gonna survive her first battle, if she even makes it that far. But there's no chance that I'd ever let her even _near_ my den."

Honeypool turned away. She tended to forget how pragmatic and unsympathetic the silver healer was. Maybe it was because of her stray heritage? Not that Honeypool would ever have dared to mention it. Instead she cowered down on the moss covered rock licking up some of the water from her pelt and closing her eyes. Almost immediately she felt sleep washing over her.

* * *

><p><em>Screams. Panicked cries, horrified yowls, a tumultuous tangle of fear and confusion. No peaceful clearing that usually waited for her, no trace of Shortstep or Silverpelt. <em>

_Their surrounding was not recognizable at all, there were no solid forms, merely a confusing disarray of colours and shapes, leaving her floating around helplessly, unable to find solid ground beneath her paws. The only clear shape was Shimmerfur, who she could see out of the corner of her eyes, fur bristling and snapping at the forms that drifted past her through the fog._

_Honeypool's heart raced. What was happening? She had never met Shimmerpelt in StarClan before. And most of all – _was_ this even StarClan? And if it was, what was going on here?_

_The desperate yowls that washed over them from all sides were no comfort. Faceless figures kept emerging from the chaos, solidifying shortly before they dissolved into formless colours once more, clawing at her. Honeypool felt the panic around her seep into her own heart._

"_Honeypool!" She swirled around as best as she could in her disoriented state, and flinched when a shadow emerged right in front of her. But the longer she looked, the more solid it became, until finally-_

"_Shortstep!" she cried, voice almost faltering with relief and fear. "What's happening?" The brown tom was still looking very ghostly, fraying at the edges and almost see-through. His voice echoed strangely, as if he was speaking from very far away._

"_Tyr's heirs," he panted breathlessly. "They're back!" In his eyes lay a fear that she had never seen in him when he had been alive, a bottomless, all-conquering terror. "The prophecy! They've got the eye, in the mountains, the Black Mountain – Hel, she's she found us! The Children, you've got to...the Children of the Moon. They eye. Save the eye, before it is too late. The wights are on the march._ _You have to go, quickly, or you will be trapped here!"_

_The old healer's voice grew ever fainter, echoed as if he was moving away at great speed. The shadows in front of her grew less clear, the colour drained form her surrounding and the light faded. She tom in front of her was barely discernible from the fog now._

"_Shortstep!"she yelled, panicked. "Shorstep, what's happening? What eye?" But he had already vanished. Honeypool turned to Shimmerfur, who was still floating next to her, still the only clear figure in this strange hell. There was fear in her eyes as well. "What-" she started, when a new voice rang out, or rather a chorus of voices, hundreds of them. They seemed to be coming from all directions at once, just as muffled as Shortstep's had been, but strong in their unity._

"The heirs awake, and the ancestors fade.

Night comes

When the heirs stand against Children.

Two and Two and Two

Children of the Moon

To save the eye

To scale the mountain and banish the night..."

_Honeypool felt something starting to pull at her, clawing at her mind. A look at Shimmerfur told her the other healer was feeling it as well, and Shortstep's warning came back into her mind._

You have to go, quickly, or you will be trapped here!

_Her head rose sharply. "Shimmerfur, wake up! Quickly! Something's taking StarClan, and they'll take us as well. We've got to leave!" The silver she-cat looked at her, eyes wide open. "What about the prophecy?"_

"...He who sees nothing and everything

She who dies and dies and yet lives

She, whose wings..."

_Honeypool shook her head. The pull got stronger. Even now she felt herself being lifted out of her body, felt the connection grow thin and thinner. "No time! Wake up NOW!"_

"Rule the night

One who is two and two in one...

_Honeypool fought back, though the swirling fog, the dancing shadows. They weren't lashing out at her, they were trying to _hold on_. Fighting against the pull, the sinister might that was engulfing the whole of StarClan. Honeypool felt tears burning in her eyes. "Good bye, Shortstep," she mewed quietly, then she closed her eyes, and_

* * *

><p>Shot up. Her heart was racing, and for a moment she felt like she was still caught in that terrible chaos of fear and panic. Her gaze fell on the silvery cat next to her, and her stomach lurched. The tabby sides trembled, the eyes were still firmly closed. Honeypool felt fear rise in her. No. Shimmerfur couldn't be, couldn't be...what, actually? What in StarClans's name had happened?<p>

A gasp sounded, and green eyes shot open. Shimmerfur didn't get up, instead kept lying where she was, still trembling. "Are you alright?" Honeypool meowed cautiously. The silver she-cat nodded, still panting. "Yeah, I...everything okay. _One who is two and two in one; One who hears much and understands all_," she reported, rising to her paws and already back to her business-like self. "I didn't get the rest. What in hell's name _was_ that?"

Honeypool shook her head, still completely flustered. "No idea. StarClan's in danger, or dead already." Shimmerfur frowned. "They're dead to begin with. How are they supposed to die?" The other healer shrugged, feeling very numb. "I don't know," she said quietly, hopelessness seeping into her. "What do we do? Try to go back there?" Shimmerfur shook her head. "God no. We might end up trapped there for good this time. I say we wait a few days, or better until the next half moon. Then we try again."

Honeypool hesitated. "Don't you think we should tell Ashstar and Icestar?" The fear was still stuck to her fur like cold mud, chilling her insides. Whatever had just happened, it did not bode well for the Clans.

But Shimmerfur snorted. "And what do you want to tell them? _We_ don't even know what happened – Shortstep and that prophecy both talked about some heirs awaking, didn't they? I say we wait and see who or what awakes during the next days, and then we go from there." Honeypool still wasn't convinced, but she had to agree with Shimmerfur. Ashstar would not learn much from the mess of stuttered warnings and half-heard prophecies, and with the tensions flying high between the Clans, he had other worries for now. She nodded. "Alright. I won't say anything."

As they made to leave the grotto, she turned around once more. Moon light was still shimmering on the walls, but somehow it looked duller now, muffled. _Shorstep_, she thought sadly, _Where are you?_

* * *

><p><strong>AN: **

Did you like it?

I've got the first few chapters all ready and translated, thgat's why updates are quick for now.

There's another chapter I'll post tomorrow or the day after, and after that I'll have to see. Maybe encourage me with some reviews? ;)


End file.
